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looking over its side a boat approached from the shore
bringing two tropically-dressed Europeans, who intro-
duced themselves as explorers coming from a little trek
in the mountains of Tibet. They were not going to
England direct, but first intended to make a jaunt
through the Sudan. One traveller in particular knew
most interesting yarns about lamas, and brick tea and
yaks.

"We get off at Suakin," he said, while explaining
their further plans. This town, built upon the Sudan
coast, became the British headquarters during the war
against the Fuzzy-Wuzzies, and it happened that I
possessed an Egyptian friend there. I told the explorers
and offered to introduce them to the man*

"The very fellow we want," my companions ex-
claimed delightedly, and during a voyage of nearly nine
hundred miles through the Red Sea, both showed their
keenness to oblige. They gave me a little white orna-
ment, something like a buckle shaped as a fantastic face
and carved from the bones of a Tibetan priest, I still
own the uncanny-looking article; its reverse shows the
actual pitted markings which were formerly filled with
human marrow.

Daylight in this region was so scorching that every-
body except the lascars and one or two specially tough-
ened white officers lolled in the shadiest corner they
could find. Only when evening fell did the Red Sea
grow less insufferable and then the explorers and I
swopped notes on curious lands and people. They
thought my visit to Mecca far more risky than anything